THE GREAT REWARD.   L POETRY

And what poetry he puts into the mouths of his
murderers!

Their lips were four red roses on a stalky
Which in their summer beauty kiss'd each other,

Forrest says, after his and Dighton's 'ruthless
butchery5 of the Princes in the Tower (R. Ill, IV,
iii) ; and it is the first murderer in Macbeth, who,
while they are waiting to slaughter Banquo, poetic-
ally remarks,

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day :
Now spurs the lated traveller apace
To gain the timely inn.   (Ill, iii)

So too in enchanting words the savage Caliban
describes the Enchanted Island to the drunken
sailors:

Be not afeard: the isle is full of noises,

Sounds and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not.

Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments

Will hum about mine ears ; and sometimes voices.

That, if I then had wak*d after long sleep,

Will make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming,

The clouds methought would open and show riches

Ready to drop upon me ; that, when I watfd,

I cried to dream again.   (Tempest3 III, ii)

Even on the granite face of the Professor in
Minnesota we detect a smile ; his lips, like the lips
at sunrise of the great statue of Memnon, are
touched with music as he speaks of the splendour of
Shakespeare's poetry, 'shed5 as he describes it
* like the rain and the light of heaven, on the just
and the unjust.'